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As  Told  To  The  Author  By  A  Drifter  Whose  Name  Is  Unknown, 

Set  Down  By 


t 
E 
that' 


HEWIN\  tobacco?  Sure!  I  al¬ 
ways  was  a  great  chewer. 
There  was  only  one  time  when 


hankered  for  a  chew  and 


didn’t  have  any,  and  that  was 
when  Lefty  Toms  wasNblowed  up  out 
in  the  Three  Star  District. 

1  was  a  young  feller  then,  whom 
people  knew  by  the  name  of  Slim 
Buckner.  I  was  workin’  in  a  Nitro 
Plant,  where  they  made  the  high  ex¬ 
plosive  used  in  shootin’  wells.  Smokin’ 
was  strictly  against  the  rules  \  so  1 
took  to  usin’  plug  tobacco,  and  that’s 
how  I  came  to  be  such  a  chewer. 

Lefty  Toms  drove  the  wagon  t 
hauled  the  soup  to  the  oil  fields, 
always  got  the  job  for  the  reason 
inobody  else  would  have  it.  Lefty  used 
Ito  enjoy  makin’  the  transfers.  Word 
was  that  he  started  his  balky  mules 
with  dynamite,  and  I  reckon  he’d 
lhave  rode  a  shootin’  comet,  if  he 
fcould  have  got  aboard  of  one.  But 
at  so  happened  that  he  made  one  trip 
too  many,  and  it  was  his  last. 

I  was  already  on  deck  that  mornin’ 
when  he  came  to  work.  A  lot  of  new 
wells  was  bein’  opened  at  the  fields, 
and  lots  of  soup  was  needed  for 
blastin’.  Lefty  showed  up  all  cocked 
land  primed  to  make  the  trip.  I  notic¬ 
ed  he  had  a  black  eye,  and  started 
to  kid  him  about  it. 

“Yeah,”  he  comes  back.  “But  you 
oughta  see  the  other  feller!  I  got 
this  shiner,  but  my  adversary  wasn’t 
so  fortunate.” 

“Who  was  you  tryin’  to  kill?”  I 
asked  him. 

Me  and  Walt  Mann  had  an  argu¬ 
ment  last  night,”  he  says.  “He  went 
to  reachin’  for  his  gun  and  I  wasn’t 
armed,  so  I  sailed  in  with  my  fists. 


/ 

Frank  Kenneth  Young 

★  ★  ★ 

He  Tows  he’s  gonna  perforate  my 
hide  some  of  these  days,  but  I  don’t 
reckon  he’ll  get  drunk  enough  for 
that.  You  know  Walt:  he’s  all  mouth 
and  a  yard  wide.  A  mean  cuss  if  he 
can  sneak  up  on  you,  but  not  so  much 
in  a  face-to-face  fight.  I]  don’t  reck¬ 
on  he’ll  bother  me  none.” 

I  laughed  with  Lefty  and  said  if 
Walt  ever  got  the  drop,  it  would  be 
from/  ambush.  Then  I  happened  to 
reach  for  my  plug  and  noticed  it  was 
about  all  gone. 

“Lefty,”  says  I,(  “stop  in  town  on 
your  way  back  and  get  me  a  plug  of 
chewin’,  will  you?” 

“Shore,”  says  he.  “Get.  you  any¬ 
thing  you  want  providin’  you’re  goin’ 
to  pay  for  it.” 

Well,  I  happened  to  have  a  lone, 
in  dime  in  my  pants  pocket.  I  gave 
it  to  Lefty  to  pay  for  the  tobacco,  then 
went  around  to1  the  wagon  to  help 
him  with  the  load. 

Left’s  wagon  was  built  just  a  pur¬ 
pose  to  carry  Nitro.  The  box 


was 


mounted  bn  heavy  springs,  so  it 
wouldn’t  ue  much  disturbed  by  sud¬ 
den  jolts  or  jars,  and  divided  up  in¬ 
to  little  compartments  like  the  inside 
of  an  egg  crate.  The  inside  of  each 
compartment  vr^s  felt-lined  and  pro¬ 
vided  with  extrk  paddin’  which  was 
to  act  as  shock  absorber.  Into  each 
small  pompartment^  we  put  a  sealed 
jar  of  Nitro  and  tubked  the  paddin’ 
around  it  safe  and  tight.  We  was  all 
of  an  hour  makin’  up  the  load,  and 
when  we  got  done  we  had  fifty  gal¬ 
lons  of  the  stuff  in  two-quart  cans, 
all  aboard  of  the  wagon.  Then  Lefty 
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The  Medical  Certificate  of  Dr  Wall  Hing 

By  Albert  Dressier 


BOUT  50  years  ago  there  oc- 
y^Qvcurred  an  incident  in;  Virginia 
City,  Nevada,  which  aroused 

vy  such  H  0  m  e  r  ic  laughter 
throughout  the  press  of  the  na¬ 
tion  that  the  reverberating  echoes 
still  resound  and  awaken  undying  in¬ 
terest. 

That  bristling  mining  community 
nearly  a  half  century  ago  boasted 
within  its  environs  the  carefully  let¬ 
tered  shingles  of  three  rising  young 
physicians.  All  were  white  American 
born,  graduates  of  accepted  and  ac¬ 
credited  medical  colleges,  and,  last 
but  not  least,  were  prolific  followers 
of  the  ancient  art  of  scribbling  all 
prescriptions  in  undecipherable  Latin 
and  in  diagnosing  aliments,  trifling  or 
serious,  in  long,  drawn-out  medical 
syllables  that  were  almost  as  serious 
as  the  diseases  of  the  afflicted. 

Hove  into  view  at  this  time  one 
Wah  Hing,  from  Canton,  China, 
whose  shingle!  also  carried  the  insig¬ 
nia  of  Doctor  of  Medicine,  His  re¬ 
ception  room  was  typically  Oriental ; 
while  the  shelves  and  lockers  were 
crowded  with  jars,  bottles,  jugs,  box¬ 
es  and  containers,  all  filled  with  ma¬ 
terial  akin  to  a  seed  or  feed  store,  and 
whose  exteriors  bore  the  strange 
Chinese  characters  that  meant  as 
much  to  the  victim  as  did  the  Latin 
prescriptions  of  the  Caucasian  doc¬ 
tors. 

At  first  the  advent  of  Dr.  Wah 
Hing  was  not  taken  seriously;  then, 
strange  to  say,  some  of  the  miners 
came;  to  try  and  extol  the  healing 
abilities  of  the  suave  and  even  polite 
Oriental  physician.  Soon  the  doting 
fathers  called  him  in  when  their  off¬ 
spring  craved  attention  and  he  was 
there  for  everything  from  a  bruised 
toe  to  a  malignant  case  of  chicken- 
pox.  Even  then  his  white  com- 


petitors  remained  aloof,  disdaining  to 
recognizei  the  heathen  competition. 
But  it  was  when  the  feminine  contin¬ 
gent  of  the  camp,  heretofore  under 
the  watchful  care  of  the  trio,  began 
to  patronize  Dr.  Hing,  and  succumb 
to  the  curative  effectiveness  of  his 
wares,  that  the  white  doctors  realized 
his  competitive  ability. 

This  wras  too  much,  far,  far  too 
much.  The  three  Musketeers,  as  the 
American  doctors  were  humorously 
referred  to,  went  into  executive  ses¬ 
sion,  diagnosed  the  situation  as  being 
acute  and  requiring  immediate  treat¬ 
ment,  and  ferwith  laid  their  plans. 

Upon  the  busy  Dr.  Wah  Hing  there 
then  called  a  delegation  of  represen¬ 
tative  authority,  determined  to  fore¬ 
stall  the  disastrous  invasion  of  the 
Oriental  disease  curere  and  to  imparl 
the  information  that]  while  three  was 
company,  four  was  a  crowd.  Dr, 
Hing,  true  to  the  traditions  of  his 
race,  listened  politely,  but  at  the 
close  of  the  ultimatum  blandly  signi¬ 
fied  his  intention  of  remaining.  The 
committee  then  played  their  trun  p 
card;  would  Dr.  Wah  Hing  kindly  al¬ 
low  them  to  see  his  medical  certifi¬ 
cate,  and  graduation  diploma?  Un¬ 
fortunately,  the  Oriental  explained, 
he  could  not,  for  in  some  unknown 
manner  his  documents  had  vanished, 
whether  stolen  or  lost  he  could  not 
say.  However,  he  smilingly  explain¬ 
ed,  he  would  immediately  communi¬ 
cate  with  far  off  Canton  and  secure 
duplicate  copies  for  their  edification 
if  granted  time.  Unable  to  refuse 
this  request,-  the  doctors  grudgingly 
gave  permission,  but  insisted  that 
should  he  be  unable  to  produce  the 
certificate  in  a  specified  time,  he 
would  be  requested  to;  shake  the  dust 
of  Virginia  City  from  his  sandals. 

During  the  succeeding  three  months 

V  , 

^  C**Q**j& w-  «■  <  jt- 

c ,  £ ,  ♦  ■ 


JULY/ 10*0 


THE  WESTERNER 


The  Disease  Diagram 


while  the  jealous  medicos  patiently 
awaited  the  precious  papers,  Dr. 
Hing’s  clientele  grew  in  leaps  and 
bounds  his  popularity  increased  and 
likewise  his  coffers.  Came  the  dawn 
one  morning;  likewise  a  huge  official 
envelope  wrhose,  cabalistic  exterior  de¬ 
signs  meant  much  or  little.  Within 
the  envelope  was  the  long  waited  for 
diploma  and  certificate,  but  a  guffaw 
of  hoarse  laughter  ensued  when  the 
interested  spectators  saw  the  enclos¬ 
ures.  They  were  in  Chinese  and  in 
addition  there  was  a  disease  diagram 


whereon  a  number  of  tiny  human 
figures  had  various  diseases  accurate¬ 
ly  located  on  the  proper  sections  oi 
the  anatomy. 

Some  insisted  that  the  documents 
were  a  new  form  of  lottery  tickets, 
others  claimed  that  the  diagram  de¬ 
picted  tong  tortures  inflicted  by  the 
Chinese  societies  on  suspected  breth¬ 
ren,  while  one  waggish  young  blade 
offered  to  prove  that  the  entire  mess 
was  nothing  more  or  less  than  a 
laundry  license.  He  based  his  caleu- 
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The  World’s  First  Presentation 
of  Unde  Tom’s  C^pin 

By  Dr.  Carl  Holliday 

*  *  *  / 


fgjgglEVENTY-seven  years  ago  the 
^tenewspapers  of  Troy,  N.  Y. 
iKwere  running  an  advertisement 
be  ginning  with  the  words: 
“immense  success  of  the  new 
Drama,  dramatized  by  G.  L.  Aikin 
from  Harriet  Beecher  Stowe’s  popu¬ 
lar  work  entitled  Uncle  Tom’s  Cabin.” 

This  was  the  first  announcement  in 
the  world  of  the  “hit”  made  by  what 
has  probably  been  the  most  popular 
play  in  all  dramatic  history.  It  has 
been  calculated  that  no  less  than  ten 
million  people  have  seen  it,  and  have 
wept  over  Little  Eva  and  thrilled  at/ 
the  rush  of  the  bloodhounds.  / 
On  September  27,  1852,  the  three 
Troy  newspapers,  the  Times,  wie 
Northern  Budget,  and  the  Whig,  had 
containted  the  following  announce¬ 
ment:  / 

“Monday  evening,  Sept.  27/  the 
new  Drama  from  Harriet  Beecher 
Stowe’s  popular  work  entitled  Uncle 
Tom’s  Cabin  or  Life  among  the  Low- 


ly.  .  / 

Uncle  Tom  . .  Mr.  G.  Q.  Germon 

St.  Claire  .  Mr.  Howard 

George  Harris  .  Mr.  G.  L.  Aikin 

Eliza  . .  Mrs.  Gj  C.  Germon 

Topsy  . .  Mrs-(  G.  Howard 

Eva  .  Little  Cordelia  Howard 

“The  doors  open  at  seven ;  to  com¬ 


mence  at  eight;  admission  25  cents, 
children  half-price,  boys  to  gallery, 
12 y2  cents,  box  seats  1 2  cents  extra, 
orchestra  spring  seats  and  cushion 
armchairs  25  cents  extra.” 

It  will  be  observed  that  several  of 
the  characters  of  Uncle  Tom’s  Cabin, 
as  now  played,  were  lacking  from 
this  firstj  performance.  In  fact,  the 
drama  was  but  a  poor,  abbreviated 
affair,  put  on  merely  as  an  experi¬ 


ment.  But  that  first  night  put  to  flight 
all  the  ^oubts  of  the  lucky  manager, 
G.  C.  Howard;  his  fortune  and  fame 
were  made.  The  audience  packed  the 
house/every  evening  for  nearly  three 
monfns.  The  public  demanded  the 
author’s  name,  and  an  advertisement 
containing  the  name  of  G.  L.  Aikin 
w</s  the  result.  The  drama,  or  more 
pfoperly  the  melodrama,  came  at  the 
psychological  moment.  Mrs.  Stowe’s 
/book  had  appeared  in  the  spring  of 
the  year,  and  by  September  was  well 
on  its  way  to  four  hundred  thousand. 
It  had  captured  the  British  reading 
public,  and  arrangements  were  being 
made  for  its  publication  in  German 
and  French.  Northern  politicians  were 
thrilling  audiences  with  Lustrations 
from  it,  and  Southern  parsons  were 
denouncing  it  with  righteous  indigna¬ 
tion.  Never  was  a  book  so  widely 
known  in  so  short  a  time ;  in  its  first 
decade  its  editions  in  various  lan¬ 
guages  reached  1,500,000.  Then  came 
the  play,  and  Hamlet’s  words,  “The 
play’s  the  thing,”  were  proved  beyond 
all  doubt. 

Of  course,  Mr.  Howard,  being  a 
shrewd  manager,  stimulated  public 
enthusiasm  from  time  to  time  with 
such  affecting  and  effective  literary 
gems  as  “Last  appearance  and  bene¬ 
fit  of  Little  Cordelia  Howard,  the 
youthful  woman  of  four  years,  on 
which  occasion  she  will  play  in  both 
pieces.  This  evening  positively  the 
last  night  of  the  new  drama  from 
Harriet  Beecher  Stowe’s  latest  work, 
Uncle  Tom’s  Cabin.” 

Verily  theatre  managers  could  de¬ 
lay  Judgement  Day  several  centuries 
by  the  accumulation  of  their  “last 
nights.” 
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will  be  enough  to  stop  the  progress  of 
the  ambitions  of  the  Americans. 

The  undersigned  feels  that  this  step 
taken  to  save  his  country  will  be  ap¬ 
proved  by  the  Supreme  National  Au¬ 
thority  and,  consequently,  believes 
that  this  petition  will  be  granted. 

In  addressing  this  note  to  Mr. 
Diego  A.  Forbes,  Vice  Consul  of  His 
Majesty  the  King  of  Britain,  the  un¬ 
dersigned  requests  that  it  will  be  giv¬ 
en  a  quick  solution  and  has  the  honor 
to  offer  him  his  high  esteem  and  con¬ 
sideration. 

God  and  Liberty,  Santa  Barbara, 
June  29,  1846,  at  1  a.  m. 

(Original  Signature)  Pio  Pico 

To  Mr.  Diego  A.  Forbes,  Vice  Con¬ 
sul  of  H.  M.  King  of  Britian. 


OLD  AND  ODD 

Continued  from  page  4 

crack  of  the  whip,  and  I  imagine  1, 
can  see  the  moustached  driver  whosj 
capable  hands  handled  the  reins  ai/l 
guided  his  willing  high-spirited  ste/ds 
over  the  rough  mountain  roads. 

When  this  coach  arrived  and/was 
stationed  temporarily  in  front  </f  my 
home,  I  was  delighted  to  not6  the 
interest  displayed  in  it  by  adu/ts;  but 
my  greatest  pleasure  was  wl/en  the 
children  came  from  far  and  iiear  and 
with  open-mouthed  childish/  curiosity 
inspected  it.  They  climbecV  over  it, 
crawled  inside,  asked  coimtless  ques¬ 
tions  and  seemed  almost  #s  enthusias¬ 
tic  about  it  as  I  was. 

My  activities  have  n<Wer  been  con¬ 
fined  along  any  particular  line  in  this 
treasurer  gathering,  it  may  be  a 
Western  historical  item,  an  old  Span¬ 
ish  shawl,  a  curiou/  weapon,  or  an 
old  newspaper.  I  delight  in  slipping 
away  for  a  day  or;  so,  rummaging  and 
prying  into  some  antique  shop  or  out- 
of-the-way  place/  never  knowing 
what  moment  I  may  discover  a  new 
prize. 


NITRO 
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hitched  his  team  of/mules  to  the 
tongue,  andt  climb ecj/into  the  seat. 

“Don’t  forget  ray  plug,”  I  said  to 
him.  “And  I  hope  you  don’t  strike  any 
rocks  on  the  road!’ 

He  laughed  and  waved  his  hand 
as  the  mules  got  under  way. 

“And  don’t  forget  about  Walt 
Mann,  either!”  I  yelled  as  a  last 
warnin’. 

But  he  was  cussin’  his  mules  and 
didn’t  hear  me.  That’s  the  kind  of  a 
feller  he  was — he  wouldn’t  a  been 
scared'  if  he’d  been  totin’  the  hull 
soup  /factory. 

'ell,  I  watched  him  out  of  sight 
do/m  the  road,  and  then  went  back 
W  my  work  of  stirrin’  up  another 
»4tch  of  harnessed  thunder. 

Sometime  later — I  judged  Lefty 
must  have  got  about  half  way  to  his 
destination — I  was  almost  knocked 
off  my  feet  by  the  sound  of  a  terrible 
explosion.  I  had  heard  nothing  like 
it  before,  nor  have  I  since.  It  was  a 
roar,  a  blast,  and  a  bunch  of  thunder 
all  mixed  together  in  one  vast  up¬ 
heaval  of  sound.  I  knew  it  had  hap¬ 
pened  miles  away,  yet  it  made  the 
factory  tremble  and  darned  near 
scared  me  to  death.  I  ran  out  doors 
and  looked  in  the  direction  the  sound 
had  come  from,  and  seen  a  pale 
dust  cloud  slowly  settlin’  back  to 
earth. 

“Well,”  I  scays  to  my  boss,  Jim 
Peavey,  “what  do  you  think?” 

“I  think,”  says  Jim,  shakin  ’his 
head  real  sorrowful-like,  “that  some 
pore  devil  has  moved  away  unex¬ 
pectedly,  and  ’tain’t  likely  he’ll  be 
cornin’  back  for  a  long,  long  time.” 

“Jim,”  says  I,  pointin’  to  the  dust 
cloud,  “I’ll  bet  you  a  pair  of  leather 
overalls  that  that’s  the  last  I  ever  see 
of  Lefty  or  my  ten-cent  piece!” 

But  in  that  I  was  wrong,  in  one 
particular  at  least.  I  did  see  my  ten- 
cent  piece  again,  but  not  in  the  same 
condition  as  when  I  gave  it  to  Lefty. 
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worked  on  up  to  quittin  time. 
Then  I  saddled  a  boss  and  rode  oyer 
toward  town.  My  big  idea  wasi  to  find 
somebody  who  would  Rmd  me  a  plug 
of  tobacco,  but  I  also  mad  the  curious 
idee  that  I  might  safe  something  un¬ 
usual.  And,  strangey,  by  gum,  I  did  . 
As  a  sight  for  sensation-seekers,  it 
beat  anything  I  miMit  have  imagin¬ 
ed  ;  as  for;  picturing  it  out  m  all  the 
detals — well,  I  reckon  it  can’t  be 
done!  / 

The  road  from  the  factory  to  the 


oil  wells  was  /about  two  miles  from 
town  at  the  nearest  point.  As  you 
come  to  the  /turn,  the  road  branched 
off  on  the  nigh  side  of  a  wooden 
bridge  and  run  down  along  the  bank 
of  a  dry  river  bed.  Just  at  the  turn 
was  a  plaie  where  the  rains  had 
washed  thje  sand  and  dirt  down  into 
the  river,/  leavin’  the  rocky  roadbed 
bare  anM  unprotected.  Four  purty 
good  sized  trees  growed  beside  the 
road,  sproutin’  in  the  cracks  of  the 
rocks  and  pushin’  up  between  the 
solid  stones.  The  dirt  had  been  wash¬ 
ed  away  from  the  trees,  too,  and 
some  of  the  biggest  roots  was  laid 
bare.  /Altogether,  it  was  a  purty  bad 
spot  In  the  road — especially  for  a 
felle/ haulin’  fifty  gallons  of  nitro. 

Nobody  knowed  exactly  what  hap- 

Contmued  on  page  23 


THE  MEDICAL  CERTIFICATE  OF 
DR.  WAH  HING 

Continued  from  page  7 

lations  on  the  Doctor’s  name  by  in¬ 
serting  the  letter  “s”  right  after  the 
name  Wah.  The  newspapers,  hun¬ 
gry  for  something  new,  seized  upon 
the  unique  situation  and  played  it  up 
to  the  limit.  Soon  the.  press  of  .  other 
cities  reprinted  the  article  and  it  was 
only  a  few  days  until  the  entire  na¬ 
tion  was  giggling  at  the  discomfiture 
of  the  medical  trio  of  Virginia  City. 


Interpreters  from  nearby  were 
called  in,  vegetable  hucksters,  wash¬ 
er  men,  cooks,  wheeloarrow  experts, 
and  coolies  from  the  labor  ranks.  One 
and  all,  when  the  acute  situation  was 
explained,  let  a  broad  smile  play  over 
his  visage,  and  then,  as  though,  struck 
by  the  evident  humor  of  the  predica¬ 
ment,  professed  total  ignorance  of  the 
printed  Chinese  language,  past,  pres¬ 
ent  and  future. 

Finally  an  interpreter  was  secured 
from  the  Consulate,  the  hen  tracks 
were  deciphered  and  decoded  into 
understandable  English  and  the  re¬ 
sult  placed  before  the  agitated  group 
of  doctors  and  authorities.. 

So  just  as  the  sun  was  dipping  over 
the  Western  ranges,  and  while  twi¬ 
light  gently  descended  upon  the  iar- 
famed  town  of  Virginia  City,  three 
sadder,  but  wiser,  disappointed  expo¬ 
nents  of  the  medical  fraternity  slowly 
wended  their  ways  to  their  respective 
domiciles,  for  the  strange  looking 
documents  were  nothing,  more  or  less 
than  a  first-class  medical  diploma 
and  graduate  physician’s  certificate 
from  an  accredited  Chinese  Univer¬ 
sity.  Dr.  Wah  Hing  was  vindicated. 


Wah  Hing,  being  duly  sworn  de¬ 
poses  and  says  he  is  the  person  who 
is  mentioned  as  a  physician,  who  is 
now  present,  in  the  Diploma  a  cop;y 
of  which  he  hereby  files  with  the 
County  Recorder,  exhibiting  the  ori¬ 
ginal  at  the  same  time.  That  it  was 
regularly  granted  to  him  as  evidence 
of  his  skill  and  ability  as  a  physician 
and  surgeon  at  Hongkong  in  1868, 
entitling  his  to  alii  the  rights,  and  pri¬ 
vileges  therein  mentioned. 


TTT  A  TT  TTT\Tn 


Filed  and  Recorded  this  24  day  of 
September  A.  D.  1886  at  4  o’clock  P. 

M. 

John  Ross,  County  Recorder. 


Subscribed  and  sworn  to  before  me 
this  31st  day  of  Sept.,  1886. 

H.  M.  Huffaken,  Notary  Public. 
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The  Medical  Certificate  of  Dr.  Wah  King 


The  Translation  of  the  Certificate 

■ 

Dr.,  Wah  Hing  commenced  his  me¬ 
dical  studies  with  Dr.  Chun  Turn 
Liang  on  the  4th  year  of  the  reign  of 
Emperor  Hem  Hong  and  continued 
the  same  for  14  years. 

He  is  well  acquainted  with  the  hu¬ 
man  system,  the  nature  of  different 
drugs  and  also  the  nature  of  different 
diseases.  On  the  16th  day  of  the  2nd 
month  of  the  7th  year  of  Long  Chu 
Die  went  to  Hong  Kong  and  studied 
iunder  D.  Wong,  a  Government  Phy¬ 
sician,  for  one  year,  from  whom  he 
became  thoroughly  acquainted  with 
the  treatment  of  the  human  system, 
skillfully  administered  medicine,  is 
well  acquainted  with  the  nature  ot 
different  herbs  (used  as  medicine) 
and  the  treatment  of  different  disea¬ 
ses.  He  is  capable  of  attending  disea¬ 
ses  which  are  peculiar  to  men  , women 
and  children.  On  the  16  day  of  the 


2nd  month  of  the  8th  year  of  Long 
Chu,  he  came  and  studied  under  my¬ 
self,  has  passed  an  examination  as  a 
first  class  physician  and  thereby  re¬ 
ceives  his  diploma,  the  same  having 
been  recorded  showing  that  Dr.  Wah 
ITing  is  capable  and  entitled  to  prac¬ 
tice  medicine  among  foreingers  both 
external  and  internal  diseases. 

Aug.  13th,  1868.  A  copy  of  his  di¬ 
ploma  from  Dr.  Wong’s  record  at 
Hong  Kong  is  taken  and  sent 
Yee  Hot  Hee 
Yap  Chong 
Yen  Tai 
Sing  Low 
Mong  Kong 
Kwong  On 

The  above  six  well  known  doctors 
certified  and  guaranteed  under  the 
date  of  the  16th  day  of  the  2nd 
month  of  the  8th  year  of  Long  Chu 
that  Doctor  Wah  Hing  as  skillful 
doctor  and  that  he  is  entitled  to  prac- 
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tice  medicine  among  Chinese  as  well 
as  foreigners.  This  is  to  certify  thaat 
the  foregoing  is  a  truq  translation  of 
the  Diploma  hereto  annexed  that  it 
was  translated  from  Chinese  to  Eng¬ 
lish  by  the  official  translator  of  this 

Consulate.  Sept.  27*  1886. 

F.  A.  BEE,  Consul 


( s  e  a  1 ) 

Filed  and  recorded  this  15th  day 
of  December,  A.  D.  1886,  at  request 
of  Dr.  Wah  Hing  at  30  minutes  past 
1  o’clock  P.  M. 

John  Ross, 

County  Recorder. 


THE  ART  OF  MAKING  MONEY  IN 
EVERY  MAN’S  POCKET 
By  Dr.  Franklin 


At  this  time,  when  the  general  com¬ 
plaint  is  that  money  is  so  scarce,  it 
must  be  an  act  of  kindness  to  inform 
the  moneyless  how  they  can  reinforce 
their  bags.  I  will  acquaint  all  with 
the  true  secret  of  money  catching,  the 
certain  way  to  fill  empty  bags  and 
how  to  keep  them  always  full. 

Two  simple  rules,  well  observed, 
will  do  the  business.  First,  that  hones¬ 
ty  and  thrift  be  thy  constant  com¬ 
panions.  Second,  spend  one  penny 
every  day  less  than  thy  clear  gains. 
Then  shall  thy  bags  soon  begin  to 
thrive,  thy  creditors  will  never  insult 
thee,  nor  want  oppress,  nor  hunger 
bite,  nor  nakedness  freeze  thee ;  thy 
whole  hemisphere  will  shine  brighter 
and  pleasure  spring  up  in  every  cor¬ 
ner  of  thy  heart.. 

Now,  thereby  embody  these  rules 


and  be  happy. 


— B.  FRANKLIN 


This  appeared  in  Poor  Richards 
Almanac  in  1732. 


SONG  OF  DEPARTURE 

One  more  sigh — this  hour  of  parting 
From  the  life  we  live  and  love; 
One  more  tear  of  manly  weakness 
For  the  home  whence  we  shall 

rove.  / 

Here  is  quiet — there  are  perils, 

And  the  bravest  well  may  fear;— 


One  more  sigh  for  life  departed, 
For  our  friends  another  tear. 


But  the  land  we  leave  behind  us 
Is  debased  with  slavish  men; 
Thoughts,  opinions,  all  are  copied ; 

And  a  tied  hand  holds  the  pen. 
Still  we  act  as  others  acted, 

Still  we  think  as  others  thought, 
And  we  shun  the  daring  freeman 
From  whose  lips  new  words  are 
taught. 


Let  me  burst  those  rusty  fetters, 

They  corrode  my  inner  soul; 

Let  me  wander  where  no  others 
Can  my  words  or  deeds  control ; 
Where  the  free  wealth  of  the  rivers 
Is  no  richer  or  more  free 
Than  the  fresh  air,  yet  unpoisoned, 
Sweet  and  wild  with  Liberty. 

I  will  range  with  hardy  hunters 
On  their  hoary  mountains  bold, 
They  are  rough,  but  richly  inlaid, 
Like  their  rocks,  with  hearts  of 
gold. 

Or,  if  slaves  are  still  around  me, 

I  will  hide  myself  away 
In  some  recess,  and  unnoticed, 

Watch  my  night  till  comes  the  day. 


No  more  sighs  then — no  more  weak¬ 
ness 

In  this  parting  from  old  home : 
Here  is  bondage — there  is  freedom: — 
There  the  soul  may  widely  roam. 
Dash  that,  tear  from  off  thy  eyelid— 
’Twas  the  sharpness  of  the  gale ! 
Cast  off  moorings!  they  are  fetters- — 
Now  my  heart  swells  with  the  sail ! 
—Written  by  Phil  Brengle  in  1849 
upon  leaving  for  California,  and  gold, 

The  Art  of  Photoplay 
W  riting 
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